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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 
Written in a hurry to get this volume to be printed in time. 


Motley started one year ago but not really. Motley has 
always existed in my head when I think about Motley as both 
chaos and as the need to materialize my thoughts and “cre- 
ations’. 

Being able to hold something that is just a translation 
of what seems very immaterial in your head. 

But Motley has also existed for a long time because 
it’s in a way the different connections and friendships that 
I've been building for some years now, the good side of on- 
line madness. The being able to create along other minds that 
fascinate. 

And for that I will miss Motley, not that it stopping be- 
ing published means it won't exist anymore, as I said, Motley 
has been for a long time, and I'm sure it will keep being for a 
while. 

I won't miss Motley for the stressful side of things 
though, combining my last year in high school with publish- 
ing a magazine that grew exponentially in terms of number of 
collaborators but also number of pages and overall reach. Not 
knowing exactly how long the proof copy will take to get to 
me, so I can approve the magazines to be published because 
it might take longer forcing me to postpone it and not having 
it be published on the first day of the month... those are the 
slightly bitter parts of it. 

But I don’t think I can separate the sweets and the 
bitters, and that’s okay because Motley ended up being a very 
cool experience, with ups and downs, also some breakdowns, 
but it makes me extremely happy to be able to have worked 
with such amazing artists and friends and in some way, trying 
be give a materiality and transcendence to the whole process 
of it. 

So thank you, to the supporters, the readers, the hat- 
ers, the critics, and thank you so much to those who trusted 
me to put their work on these misprinted pages of off-white 
paper. See you in the next one, 

Jodo Bresler, 
editor of Motley Mag, head editor of Worm Literature, 
June 14th, 2023 
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The towns man’s refusal to acknowledge beauty ahead of him 
and instead focus on the beauty directly in front of him 

is both a gift and a curse. : 

For the most beautiful winged angel 

could lie ahead, 

filled with all the knowledge and wisdom of the world. 


And yet to him, she is a creature of the future. 
Her wisdom scares the common man 
causing him to hide into his shell 


which he has painted with the beauty that directly faces ha 


He will take any love that arrives at his gesten, 


and lock it away forever. 
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I just wish i 
was desired by 
someone else, 


i feel like im 
not really worth 
anybodys time, 
attention, 

or love. 


but i just gotta 
keep trying. 


making myself 
better 


not for others 
but for myself 


i can find love 


and if i dont 
ai’ll still 
be fine 


because i'11 
have myself. 
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a few weeks ago i was driving home oe 
and as i was going around the curve, the song milk by 
Jack stauber came on 
i've never heard the song before 
and i was driving 
and up ahead on the road 
there was a dead cat, 
no blood, no guts 
and jack was singing. 
“What kind of life did you live through?” 
“Did you know love? _ 
“Will you rest in peace? 
i cried when i saw my cat that day. i wish i knew all the 
answers. 
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Carta ao Marciano(Motley/Terra/Brasil); Carta a- 
berta ao fuso horario entre eu e 
vocé(de Marte). 


Para Rita. 


Al6é alé Marciano, 

Esses tém sido tempos estranhos na Terra. Nossa mamae 
Rita partiu, e nos guarda. 

Enquanto ainda resta aos humanos certo tempo por aqui, 
gostaria de saudar—vos, através desta Ultima de Motley 
Mag, e saudando nosso maestro Jodo(salve Jodo!), com 
as ultimas da Terra. Vocé nao imagina a loucura. 


Santa Rita de Sampa em sua infinita bondade que nos 
proteja. Com uma estrela na mao. Tatuada. 


A ansiedade que me r6i agora evidencia nossa distancia. 
O fuso horario entre eu e vocé (de Marte); no espaco; nas 
estrelas. 

Eu gostaria de ter te conhecido, Rita. Eu sinto essa 
urgéncia de ser vocé. De comer estrelas. De me encher 
de cigarros. De deixar a dor chegar em meu coragao. De 
morrer, e me libertar e viver. 

Eu espero ent&o que vocé possa me ver daf, Rita. E ver o 
quanto eu te admiro e te respeito. Eu sou chata pacas. 

E agora a vocé, caro leitor de Motley Mag, gostaria de 
mandar um abraco e um beijo do pais do Tropical. O pafs 
esquecido, como os pafses esquecidos. Que chora e nao 
mama. 

Um beijo de bossa nova e MPB. De carnaval. Um beijo de 
funk e rock. 

Um beijo de banana e coco. 

Beijo eterno a Motley Mag. 

Que Deus projeta os indios e os vindios. 

(E Deus existe?) 
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BREATHING COLUMN 


I was pale flesh 

In a white room 

I was angular 

In a glossed tomb 
Dance like a fibre 

In a pospherant ray 
Gnaw on your finger tips 
The scars they’ re twisting 
Take me buzzing 

Take me vibrating 

I ain’ t a nothing 

I am a breathing column 
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What They Call a Twin Flame 

Circling, 

in a beautillion that has always been a 

hunting ground. Poised in promenade position, 
with me, so too comes her. Blissfully engaged. 
Waltzing, the upper and the under sides of a set of wings, 
enveloping some exoskeleton 

of shared experiences. Of certain hurts. 
Spinning, 

it would be wrong to say we look alike, but you would 
have to be childish, 

a lamb in one-way or another, 

to not see that we are. 

Dizzied, 

Debutants in different dresses, 

with matching gloves our fingers laced. 

Our hems. Glistening, 

I still haven't figured out how to wear pearls, 

but watch you dance as neat as ever. 

Envy is always overcome, as I am, by my quiet affec— 
tions. 

Slowing, where I glow as an ember rather than a 
star, She shines, steady and on beat. 

An endless brightness, 

chest to chest. 

Gliding, she reflects all in the polished timber 
floors. 

Pacing as the notes so intended. 

Like we always have been, 

cheek to cheek. 

Growing, 

together, she spins me and I spin her. 

It is love without seduction. It is lovely. 

Eye to eye. 


What They Call ‘a Twin Flame 
Circling, 
in a beautillion that has always been a 
hunting ground. 

Poised in promenade position, 
with me, so too comes her. 
Blissfully engaged. 

Waltzing, 

the upper and the under sides of a set of 
wings, 

enveloping some exoskeleton 

of shared experiences. 

Of certain hurts. 

Spinning, 

it would be wrong to say we look alike, 
but you would have to be childish, 

a lamb in one-way or another, 

to not see that we are. 

Dizzied, 

Debutants in different dresses, 

with matching gloves 

our fingers laced. 

Our hems. 

Glistening, 

I still haven’t figured out how to wear 
pearls, 

but watch you dance as neat as ever. 
Envy is always overcome, as I am, 

by my quiet affections. 

Slowing, 

where I glow as an ember rather thanja 
star, 

She shines, steady and on beat. 
An endless brightness, 

chest to chest. 

Gliding, 

she reflects all in the polished timber 
floors. 

Pacing as the notes so intended. 

Like we always have been, 

cheek to cheek. 

Growing, 

together, she spins me and I spin her. 
It is love without seduction. 

It is lovely. 

Eye to eye. 
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glistening pretty 


shiny stars 
weren’t here to 


beautiful if you 
think so 


wouldn’t be 
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James’s Dilemma 


Denial yearns to quench the thirst off his 
barren face 

hollowed from his taxing tolls. 

Like a canyon and its layers of color, 

his appearance peels and crumbles. 

Rats. Rats. Rats. 

White and gray, 

black and blue, 

brown and green. 

They scurry in the tattered ceiling and on 
the dusted floor 

like ants that color and kiss a forgotten 
violet crow. 

Tapping, 

clicking; 

leaping, 

dancing. 

James lays on the ground, 

knocked down by a group of five or ten ver— 
min. 

His contorted back pressed against the 
matted oak dirt. 

Thirty two oddly shaped balls of hair scurry 
with protruding lemon teeth and orange 
breath. 

Yet James reaches across his tattered 
chest 
and grabs his only hope for his nightmare s 


end. 
Gripping the beaten brown holster, 

his fingers unlatch its sterling buckle like 
pulling a lace on a shoe. 

Red, gold, tangerine, eggshell white. 

James stumbles outside through the splin- 
tered wood and screen paneled door. 
Beams of sun crystalize and blind his eyes. 


The Escapism of Westside Gunn 
A review for Westside Gunn’s track, Margiela Split Toes 


Large concrete buildings filled with offices and apartments 
tower over me as their deep orange lights gush out onto 
the city floor, illuminating the charcoal tinted air. lm run- 
ning into the heart of this city, its base glows like slivers of 
sunlight reflecting off of a chunk of amber. The sidewalk’ s 
pavement is dark gray and difficult to see underneath my 
feet. The air feels thin and cold, its teeth sink into my 
exposed skin, which there isn’ t much of. I’m wearing a 
blue and shark gray puffer jacket and a beanie that barely 
covers my ears. My nose feels like it’s frozen. It shines 
between my eyes with shifting gradient hues of strawberry 
red and Laffy Taffy pink. I’ m sniffling like crazy and rubbing 
the bottom of my earlobes to stop them from freezing and 
falling off. 

The sidewalk is lit by the leftover lights from the passing 
cars to the right of me. They leave tracers of different 
colors like watery syrup dripping down a park bench from a 
multicolored popsicle on a hot, summer day: neon oranges, 
yellows and blues. These lights draw me in closer to more 
hues and tones of color that pour out from the fixtures of 
the city as I increasingly get closer downtown. Tall street 
lamps hover over me, showering my small figure with a rus— 
tic orange glow. 

ig m late to a dinner date with a girl that I have been talking 
to in one of my classes. She’ s really pretty. Her walnut 
brown freckles span over the bridge of her nose and flow 
onto her cheeks underneath her dark olive eyes. She has 
curly, brown hair, intermixed with small strands of golden 
retriever blonde — it s a perfect border for her soft, oval- 
like face. Her nose is small and scrunches when she laughs, 
and whenever she does it reveals the most perfect smile, 
kissed on both sides by dimples in her cheeks. 


But I’m five minutes late to this first date that I had to 
work myself up to ask her to. This dinner has been in the 
mix for weeks, at least in my head, ever since I first saw 
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her really. 


I’ ve already envisioned my future with this girl. We end up 
getting together and falling in love. We rent a small apart— 
ment, with plants in pots and baskets eclectically strewn 
across our space. 

A medium sized green carpet that looks like the turf from 
a high school football field lays in the middle of our living 
room. Its tufts envelope people s feet by a few inches, 
adding a cozy feel to lounging around. We have a sleek 
flatscreen t.v. on the wall that plays all of our pretentious 
movies and arthouse films. A gray L shaped couch sits in 
front of it and centers the moss green carpet in the middle 
of the room, bordering it on two sides. The couch is perfect 
for guests. We host a lot of parties and get-togethers at 
our apartment. Our kitchen is open — situated right next to 
the living room. There s a granite countertop bar that acts 
as a border between the two spaces. It has hanging orange 
light bulbs a few feet above it, the ones where you can see 
the thin filaments clearly, and black wire leading back into 
the ceiling. We have a black oven and a white stove with jet 
black burners. Our alabaster sink with a mirror—like faucet 
sits next to the stove, and our tall, ink toned fridge stands 
snug in its reflection. 


We have friends and family come over often, and we talk 
about art, films, ideas, startups, music; our passions. Things 
that are interesting. Conversations and ideas that you 
wouldn t normally hear when sitting at a nice restaurant 
getting a bread bowl or in a linoleum tiled deli eating a 
sandwich. 


In this apartment, we have a record player situated in our 
bookshelves near the tv. with piles of vinyls next to it. It s 
an old player, most likely built in the 70 s — we found it at 
a second-hand store — but when we spin music, it sounds 
like the track was recorded that day. It offers a crunchy 
texture to the songs without compromising the crispness 
of the vocals. We listen to a lot of jazz. We ve found that 
the genre spurs a lot of creative and beautiful thoughts. 


The song that we’ re listening to now as we have six people 
over — the sun has sunk beneath the tall steel and con- 
crete giants, and we laugh and drink and talk — is Margiela 
Split Toes by Westside Gunn and Mach-Hommy. 


The way that its beat’ s horns trail behind, not ever fully 
leaving the listeners ears creates a lush and airy sound- 
scape for the mind to lay back and coast in. The muffled 
bass and crumbly snares resemble the feeling of move 
ment. It’ s a driving factor for the listener, similar to how a 
heavy locomotive would sound with its large wheels and big 
pistons, spurring and spinning. But in its muffle, it releases 
a nostalgic odor that smells like the intrinsic push to cre- 
ate or to act. It s a beat that paints your inner drive on a 
linen canvas and shows you your internal craving to live. 
Decisions that will only enhance your life with fresh air, big 
windows, tall ceilings, and open light. 

Westside Gunn’ s vocals feel like how color would sound. 
His high notes, playful adlibs, and detailed lyrics spur im— 
ages and feelings into the listener’ s mind. They grab the 
steering wheel as you're driving and shift you into cruise 
control. There’ s not a concern in the world as he raps, and 
it’ s really true, Gunn reminds us of how absurd the things 
that hi are so fixated on are and shows us how freeing life 
can be. 

Mach-Hommy’ s feature feels like he is standing behind 
you as helps you put on your navy blue suit coat, one 
sleeve at a time. He reaffirms you of your ideas and tells 
you that they are of class and elegance, and that the only 
thing that is holding you back from doing them, from acting, 
from really shining, is yourself. Mach- Hommy gives you 
that reassurance that things will work out, you just need 
to be more proactive in your process. His feature in the 
track almost feels fatherly, like he genuinely wants you to 
succeed in your life. You can hear it in his voice. 


Margiela Split Toes offers new flavors to each individu- 
al’s mind to taste. It lofts in new ideas and thoughts to 
study out or celebrate over, things that the listener maybe 
wouldn’ t usually think about. 
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The track is very escapist in its nature, it transports the 
audience to new realities that 

don’ t feel too fictional. It’s not imagination for imagina- 
tion’ s sake. The things that Westside Gunn 

has its listeners thinking about feel like they will happen. 
They feel real and tangible, just from a comfortable future. 
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1/4/22 
encontraste mi nervio: 
haciéndome creer en el karma, destinos y dioses 
Abarcando terreno: Napoleénicos por naturaleza, exilia— 
dos en otra época, veneradores de 
fdolos muertos. Sin pafs ni religién 
nuestras palabras desfiguran los relojes: 
“Que mi atatid sean tus brazos” dije o dijiste 
Donde fuéramos nuestras rafces beberfan del mismo 
charco 
Nunca paré de hablar contigo 
Tu aliento sigue ardiendo en mi mejilla 
Dicen que los recuerdos son 4cidos si no eres sabio. 
Eres noches azules de noviembre 
Eres la lluvia y la luna 
Eres el confort de dias grises 
Eres los astros que beben del atlantico 
Eres la tenue luz en mi habitacién 
Eres la suavidad en mi cara 
Eres paises que solo existen en mis suefios 
Eres la ventana a vidas que no puedo vivir 


8/4/23 

La musica se apodera de la habitacién y de su gente 
Aplausos y lagrimas en cada atomo 

Mi t6rax tiembla al comando de las cuerdas 

Dentro del teatro no existen las palabras ni la monarqufa 
ni el Algebra ni el sintaxis ni la 

renta 

ni los impuestos ni el voto ni el partido comunista ni el 
ejército ni tu ni la luz blanca ni el 

postmodernismo ni el brutalismo ni la culpa catélica 


5/5/23 

Ya escuché todo! 

He escuchado a todos los gurtis 

He escuchado a todos los dioses, 

A todos mis dioses 

He lefdo todas las frases de mis escritores favoritos 
en Pinterest 

He aprendido todas las llaves a el orgazmico sentido 
de todo 

A receta de Herman hesse y Allan watts me he 
intentado anclar al presente con el apoyo de 

la respiraci6n y de la conciencia de mis apéndices 
Mil y un vueltas 

Mil y un charlas 

Mil y un pensamientos por minuto 


Hasta que no viva el manual para el nirvana es papel 
amarillo 

Mi aliento, con el momento mas corto 

Fuera, mi vista es oscura y granulada 

Dentro, los mares retumban con alegre furia y la 
eternidad camina a nuestra par 


1/2/23 

Y el odio que corre por mis venas 

Y el miedo que sentfa cuando era nifio 

Y las frases que me emocionan tanto como me 
averguenzan 

Y los que escribo, que me hace sentir igual 

Y mi pasado fabricado y mi futuro incierto 

Y las temporadas que van y vienen 

Y la piel que muere con ellas 

Y todos los cuerpos que he tocado con mi mente y 
solo mi mente 

Y la realizacién que tuve en el funeral del familiar que 
nunca conoci 

Y los nudos en mi garganta por razones olvidadas 
Esto es lo que queda. Esto, cual sea el clima 
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4/5/23 

éPuedo quedarme aqui? 

En este suefio tan oscuro, Cuando la nifiez olfa a sulfuro 
En este lago velado 

En este recuerdo con candado 

En la calidez de tu sweater 

Juntos, derramados en el césped 

Las cadenas se oxidan y mis anhelos no tienen salida 
pero se que con cada ocaso hay otra 

vida y otro sepulcro y otra vida y asf sucesivamente 


10/9/20 

Tan joven y tan cinico es el nifio neo- 
milenario. historias de flores y fuego 
respiran en su 

nuca. Quiere vivir las memorias de sus 
dioses, pero sus alas le pesan. oxidadas 
y nunca 

usadas, el nifio es muy viejo para volar 
en los cielos de la utopfa. 
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Conveyor Belt 


I need you to 
give me a line 


to start the poem. 


Half would 

also do. 

It is too early 
in life to 
realize nothing 
ever completes 
the tour. 

So far the lost 
and found box 
is always full. 

I am who 

I am yet 

I whisper. 
Someone takes 
the guilt away 
by first 

person singular. 
Admiration is 

a guide as 
much as 
despise. An 
arrow leaves 


an empty space 
from where 

it departs. 

What I do 

is never user— 
friendly. 

I’ d like to 

let you know 

that I’ ve tried 

and that I am 
considering creating 
a character finally. 

I ve emptied out 
the pantry 

or equally 

never had one. 
Since two years 

on my wall 

it reads: 

words will fail us anyhow. 


(12.2022) 


Admin summer 


the vividness of 
things is scary. once 
it’s there 

you don’ t escape 
the obvious: hence 
the obvious. embod- 
ied 

writer. 

lost — child. 
byegtnaydin. 
do I date the date of 
when 

things begin as when 
I felt it or when I had 
my first appointment 
with an accountant? 
writing this. one could 
say | fill pages 

as exercise, an exer— 
cise for a deadline, 
an exercise for life, or 
as always everything 
as an exercise for 
love. 

hard to tell what to 
do with this, accept 
but not admit. just 


good- 


id. 
the order of things 
is becoming,, obvi- 


ous. instead 

growth is shrinking? 
settling into some 
limits. 


if forgotten just pin it. 


this< 

is the running of a 
writer. 

Id recognize it far 
away from a mile. 
running for paper, no 
rush 

is fast enough to 


carry an_ urgency 
without dropping the 
pencil. 


do you have luggage 
to check-in? this is 
an admin summer. 
the violent nature of 
the situation, I came, 
I’ m here. late , 
and early, doesn t 
matter. 

but what if lost peo-— 
ple wanted to be lost 
without a_ tracking 
device attached. 

let us be. be.coming 
a suspect for the self. 
hold the thought 

I’m around a near 
town. 

I ve never not known 
what is really wrong. 
everything that 
doesn’ t fit 

my narrow interpre- 
tation 

I carelessly hold on. 


(06.2022) 


247 


Song 


The repairman is here 

I am still trying to find 

the right reason for why we broke up 

He is fixing a shower door 

upstairs where there is a movie set 

for a previous poem. 

He is drilling 

a money worth of hours 

and occasionally in between the hardware 
sounds he makes 

I hear a symphony playing 

that’ s it, I think, today I feel this way. 
I'm writing but not thinking for once 
what it could mean 

it means all but never anything. 

On the left side of my bed there is a void 
that’ s where I used to put you 

I think, that explains why I refuse to fill it now 
that explains why after love 

we run the madhouse alone, I think, 

that explains everything. 

Even the plumber. 


(12.2021) 
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Strain of Thoughts 


A body of work 

under your name 

but I do not know 
who this is for. 

it is summer here 
where I m at and 

I tried to fix the bike 
but the same rusty 
touch 

keeps coming back. 
today I am telling 

an old story: yelling 
yes, and I miss you. 
our things that puzzle 
parts of others’ de- 
sires, 

comparisons, fears, 
and simply thoughts. 
it kills us. 

dears, 

you may have noticed 
but ours is always 
the calm before the 
storm. 

I know exactly where 
to fold and place the 
sticker. the rules are 
that you can t leave 
the person unless 
the picture makes 
sense 

as a whole. 

then when would be 
the best time to 
potentially forget 
everything you hold? 


there is a cure 

for all this nuance. 
there is a hole down 
my throat. 

no, I don’ t have the 
time to not be 

myself again. 

if not this, 

what else 

would you call 

an apocalypse? 

what else do we say 
when comes 

the elephant? 
something so big 

has to happen. 

(for me to write) 
something so small. 
we embrace it, 

not asking. we pack 
our questions and we 
go. 

knots mount. 

you have to tell me 
what happened 

when the trip ends. 
maybe some note 
has to be written, 
maybe then still, we 
fall. 

is that leaving right 
there 

in the crowd looking 
at us? 

ah I thought 

you’ d like her. 
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she reminds me 

of a noise. 

shifting from a small 
bag 

to a larger one, 

how clutter, works. 
how it doesn t. 

why stay in places 

if not for people? 

why don t we leave if 
not for yourselves? 
yes yes, I m letting 
worries : 
ae surface, that s 
all. 

writing an inventory 


fe) 
the knowledge to 

be exchanged by 

the end of this world. 
now we seem to have 
it all figured out. 

this which could have 
only been construct- 
ed by 

your own 
anyway. , 

I just don t want 

to look back and say, 
I used to love. 

how unpleasantly 
present. 

as told to me 

by someone else, 

still my own story, 

as heard by someone 
else. 


material 


Gotta continue 
your day without 
the premise 
of other 
around. 

I said day, not life. 

As to me dictated by, 
I hereby confirm 

the end of 

your contract. 


(09.2022) 
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WELCOME 


This is Goliath. He is 3 
years old in this 
picture: He is our 
baby! 


We lost Goliath 7/5/2006. | will miss him very mich.................Goodnight 
my baby. ; 


These photos were taken at 
Walmart in'March 1999! 


In Our Hearts 


We thought of you with love today. 


Your memory is 


With which we'll ne 
in his keep 


God has y 


Wek y in our heart. 
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struction materials as wood, dressed masonry, mud brick, rubble, and plas- 
ter. 

Four major palaces have been identified and excavated: Knossos, on the 
north coast of the island and the largest and first discovered (Eiges>=1): 
Mallia, some thirty kilometers east of Knossos (Fig. 2.2); Phaistos, on the 
Mesara Plain to the south (Fig. 2.3); and Kato Zakro, at the east end of the 
island (Fig. 2.4). A comparison of the ground plans of the palaces shows 
obvious similarities, especially the central court. Knossos can be used as a 
representative example of the Minoan palace. Arthur Evans, who exca- 
vated it in the early years of the twentieth century, also restored parts of it 
to an extent frowned upon today. The reconstructions, however, have 
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i will gut myself out, 
chest cavity open — 

just lay in the cloud 

and be there so often. 
then fold in your wings 
as you stir up my entrails. 
detach all the strings 
above from the centers. 
then snuggle in warmly 
in my bloody flesh, 

i want you to hug me 

oh ever afresh. 

i want you to stay there 
beneath my own skin. 

a simply—done love snare 
as ever, locked in. 
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Cybermonkeys 


Huddled around the dying light 
Of the last computer, 

They all waited for the 

Next big thing. 
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The Aircraft 


Sometimes, when the night grows sombre, I like to 
stay up, drifting in and out of slumber. Until I know 
not my friends anymore, and my limbs have lost 
any meaning to the mind. 

Far above the city, a plane drifts earnestly through 
the clouds. The people don’t notice it unless they 
look up. Sometimes they do. Sometimes, the peo- 
ple point feebly to the sky and say “hey, look, it’s 
a plane.” I hear it in my room. I hear the drone of 
its engines. 

Far beyond this context, in contexts beyond this 
waking. A frail being sits and types at a comput-— 
er as the clammy hands of a ghost crawl it’s way 
out of his mouth. They pry open his jaw and the 
ectoplasm spills onto the desk. Virgin minds fresh- 
ly seasoned clamber up the sides of the building 
in hundreds. They flail over each other with their 
arms outstretched and their scalped temples na- 
ked. Open teapots. Robots with their minds left to 
rot. Hiving, their teeth bared with no bark and no 
bite. Pupils in the dark that speak of sunlight. Skin 
mottled over their vision, and no mettle to face the 
unsettling fact that above us all is a dark passen- 
ger craft in plain sight. 

Carrying the people through dark clouds, making 
rounds, 24 hours a day, on an express highway 
to the unfound. Unwilling passengers strapped in, 
corpses wrapped in thoughts as they stare into a 
little tv screen that tells them to turn their cell- 
phones off. They comply and turn down their last 
chance to call their friends and pretend that it’s 
something to do with radio interference while the 
plane ascends. 

I drift in and out, and even in my sleep, I hear the 
mechanical buzz of the machine above. So grimly it 
flies through sullen skies, that even the blind avert 
their eyes. 
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made soft 


we are all made soft 

pink and screaming, ugly 

the rabbit is born undeveloped, shivering 
(closed eyes, no fur) 
following her mother blind, she doesn t 
question the wizened path home 

dewy skin hung off insipid legs 

the mother is all-consuming 

taking her seat at the last supper 
inside we are still pink and ugly 
screaming, we are made soft again. 


Reverse Communion (Strange Feelings 
Collection, 1.1) 


It is a strange feeling— 

To yearn for comfort whilst afraid of being 
touched. 

To be afraid of love, yet drown in holy shallows. 
Mother, will you hold me? 

Cradled in arms that matter? 

Reaching out to salted air, 

Breaching, breaking surface, 


Immaculate. Amen. 
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Hank 


I didn’t cry 

I guess its a solemn farewell 
Sealed by two 

shakes of tremor-ridden hands 
I smelled your foggy perfume 
On that night of veneration 

I didn’t cry as i walked away 
And I didn’t cry as I came back 
again 


Vanity 


grackle plucks 

pennies and nickels 

from crags in the pavement 

in his vanity, golden eyes glaze 
over 

copper reflection contorted 


with an empty stomach 
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Revised stream of consciousness from Feb. 1, 
8:18 PM 


Showers when I'm feeling too much or too little/not enough 
(Compulsions) 


The light is dim but aching, 

pulsing: 

the ripples at my feet, 

as I hang my head 

and stare for a minute 

at the floor: 

my feet soaking, 

the droplets falling off the wall, 

the mold growing on the ceiling __ 
and the shower curtain: 


}4 i \ 
. ) i. al 
4 WK i } 4 
Why | 
Yj 


I know I will not close it when r 

I leave I know I will let the a ie 
mold grow. syuailh a) 
The water must be too hot, ‘Suwa 3: Dt p 
or too cold, 7 

my hands must wrinkle bupyoim & : 


and my skin must turn red or == 
blue. eo 
I must slump and sit and wallow, 
or I must feel nothing 

or everything. 

I am not allowed to be. 

I must wash my body three times. My hands must be dry 
and cracked. My music must fade into the background. I 

am no longer singing to myself. I’m consumed. I will flush 

the toilet when I get out. I will get dressed and brush my 
teeth. I will attempt to do my school work. I will probably 
just go to sleep. 

I thought I dried my hair enough but I just heard another 
droplet fall on my covers. My pen smudged. 

I will go to bed with my headache by my side. 

Breaking point. 
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How to Get Pretty Okay at Yo-yo 


and Become a Different Person by PK Kim 
http://uhpk.kim 


in 21 Easy Steps 0 @uhpkkim 

01. First, attempt to learn the trombone as an adult. 

02. Next, give up on learning the trombone. 

03. Then, go through several cycles of trying to learn the trombone and giving up, 
all over the course of several years, as you grow more and more frustrated 
because you just want to be good at trombone. 

04. Have the following epiphany -- everything you know how to do, you learned 
slowly. You didn't get good at any other instruments overnight, why would the 
same apply to trombone? Maybe this will apply to other skills as well. 

05. Figure out that you're on the autism spectrum, have ADHD, and probably 
have some other learning disabilities too. 

06. Realize that your life-long struggles with learning weren't because you hated 
learning. You struggled because you were being taught using methods that 
don't work for you. You actually DO like learning when you do it your way. 

07. Recognize that you have an inate desire to throw things in the air and catch 
them no matter how valuable or fragile they are (such as your phone). 

08. In the dead of the first winter of a global pandemic, warm yourself by playing 
gin rummy with a loved one. Because of this, learn to shuffle cards in cool 
ways. Practice and improve a stimulating skill involving your hands. Enjoy it. 

09. While watching the Classic Tetris World Championship, develop a fixation with 
sports innovation and all the ways individual humans throughout the world 
have all, in little ways, contributed to our slowly evolving collective knowledge. 

10. With these factors in place, accept your fate -- the yo-yo belongs in your life. 

11. Okay now buy a decent butterfly-style yo-yo for $20 off the internet, even 
though you're thousands of dollars in debt and have been running out of your 
food stamps every month. 

12. Bring your yo-yo to the local park and enjoy the fresh air! 

NOTE: Dogs will think your yo-yo is a ball. 

NOTE: People will think your fuck-ups are cool tricks. 

NOTE: People will ask you to walk the dog. If you want, you can tell them 
that walking the dog damages the yo-yo because you're banging it against 
the ground. They will be disappointed. Other tricks will not impress them. 

13. Now for the easy part - learn some tricks. Just look up some YouTube videos. 
Do what they tell you in the videos. There's this thing called the Man on the 
Flying Trapeze. Do it 1000 times until it's baked into your brain. There's this 
thing called a flow state. Or is it dissociating? There's this thing called 
a coping mechanism. 

14. Once you get the fundamentals down, just learn tricks you think seem cool. 
Ignore tricks that don't seem cool. It's not a job. Do whatever you want. Tired 
of staring at the ground? Learn a trick (like Eli Hops) where you throw the 
yo-yo into the air and stare at the clouds instead. 

15. See the pattern. 

16. Chart the map. 

17. While listening to Soundgarden and Brazilian smooth jazz, hit the combo 
you've been trying to master all week. Keep hitting it consistently. 

18. In that moment, accept the truth that yo-yoing brings you more fulfilment than 
your unhealthy relationship with your own art-making has brought you. 

19. Decide to quit making art. Okay, maybe instead... quit letting your art-making 
negatively impact your life (which it has been, for a while now). 

20. Recognize that you have changed. 

21. Choose to continue changing. 
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